KABLOONA
Next morning, after the usual music-hall turn by Shongili,
we struck camp, rounded a point, and found ourselves in the
heavy ice of the open sea. A strong wind was blowing and
plumes of snow ran before us over the ice. Shongili took fright
— at least he said he was afraid: there were many things I should
never know about these Eskimos. Soon he spoke to me about
turning back. This weather, he said, was bad, bad.
'You don't like it?' I said.
* Oo-van-ga na-mang-ni-kto> — from which I made out that he
did not like it.
clt suits me,9 I replied curtly, and I ran on. But it was no
pleasure, for Shongili seemed not to know where he was. He
wove to right and left looking for traces of sled-tracks, and the
dogs and I would stop until he returned and gave the signal to
go on. Eventually we went off at an angle, still over the sea,
and after a good hour in a straight line the wind dropped and
visibility was about half a mile.
Suddenly I saw a black dot against the white background.
7iHifc'' (A man!) I called out.
*Na-oo?*    Shongili had not seen it.
I pointed, we moved towards it, and there was no doubt
about it: that black dot was a man. In this land of one million
square miles inhabited by six thousand men, the sight of a
human being is overwhelming; it creates an emotion that is like
a seizure, difficult to describe. A man, yes! You stare and stare
at the black dot. You hesitate to believe that you are not alone
here in this immensity through which you have for days been
wandering. You are tempted to reject the evidence that
another human being may be squatting in full view over his
hole in the ice, or moving to join you.
We trotted forward, and the black figure floated before our
eyes from left to right, revealed and then concealed in the puffs
of snow raised by the wind. Actually, the man was still enough.
He had not seen us, folded in two over his seal hole as he was.
But as \ve came nearer he turned and straightened up, roused
by the shout with which we urged on our dogs. ('I-no-raluP —
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